TheScotchLaſſesConſtancy 


Tenny's Lamentation for the loſs of Fockey : 
% for her ſabe was Unfortunately Rill'd by SAWNEY in a Duel. 


Be:n7 a moff pleuſant New Song, to a New Tune. 


Px Donny Lads were Sawny aud jocrey, = Mt) he zzec me, Eck me, bid me, 
But Jockey was Low d and Sawny unficky - Loſt was the hour methought when he miſt me 
Yer Sawny was tall, well⸗favour'o and witty, Trying denying, t.lighing J wo d him. 
But Is in my cart thetgt Jockey move pritty : And nuckle ado J had co get from him. 
Foꝛ when he view dine ted, wo dane, 
Nevec was Lad fs {1{c undo me, ur unſucky fate robb'd me of my Jewel, 
l Fro trod, and almoſt dd, Foꝛ Sawney would make him fight in a Duel; 
2 2 25) gang and tome no mere tome. Then down in a dale with Cypꝛus ſurrounded, 
Oh! there in my fight po Jockey was wounded : 
ond obe, but he would nor warty, But when he thzüill'd him, kell'd him, kill'd him, 
„ I7 essalezenthar J Homdnuſcarry; Tho can expꝛeſs my gꝛiet that beheld him ; 
LIC MING 054316 Witty NE as iv guilded, Raging Itoze my hair to bind him, 


OD 4. P20 rppheart would gave pielded: And vowed and (woꝛe Þ'dene'r Cay behind him 
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Je Miekd and Je cry'd, wa'es me ſounhappy, 
02 Je now have loft mine nene ſwer Jockey, 
Sawny J turſt and bid him to flye me, 

J vow'd e Ic woꝛe he ſhould ne'r come nigh me: 
But JÞ ſpight him, hate him, fight him, 

And never again would Jenny like him: 

Though he did gh ad almoſt dye, 

He try d fie on me, taule J did light hint. 

And from me Je bid him ſtraightway be ganging, 
Uthen with arms acroſs, and head down hanging; 
Uhilft that my po Jockey was a dying, 

He to the UUods then departed Cighing : 

And his bzcath wanted, panted, fainted, 

UTUhilC that fo2 him many tears were not ſcanted : 
J'ſc beat my hyeaſt, and my gzief erp2eſſed, 
Mae's inc that Death my joy had ſuppꝛelled. 

At which my ſockey a little reviving, 

And with his death as it were he lay then ſtriving, 
Open d his eyes and loked upon me: 

And kaintiv ũgh'd. Ah ! D:ath has undone me : 
Jenny my Fony, Je mult part fron the, 

But when J'm dead, ſure there's none will wzong the, 
did love the, and that did move me, 

To Fight, that ſo a man J'ſe might pꝛove me. 


But ah cruel Fate to death J am wounded, 

Oh! and with that again he ſounded ; 

hilt fo2 to dꝛels his wound J apply'd me, 
But wae alas his like was deny'd me, 

Death had appaul d him, gaul d him, thrall'd him, 
So that he dy d with gziek J beheld him; 

And ictr poꝛ Jenny all a mourning, 

And cruel Sawny curſing and ſcomning. 


From Jockies cold Lips J often ſole kifles, 
Cte which whilſt he lived were kill my bliſſes 
A thouland times J did ſob, ſigh it; 
And michkle ado J'ſe had to be quiet: 
Fo2 as J eyd him, ſpy him, ply d him 
Never a thought could then pals bellde him: 
Ile bann the Fates that Life denying 
Had robb'o me ol Jockey, and long A tat lighing. 
Till J'ce at laſt with Cypꝛus crown d him, 
And with my Tears; Je almoſt had dꝛown d him 
The Turtles about us then tame flping, 
And mourning cod to ſæm a ig - 
J'ſe view him, rud him, with Flowers frewd him 
And with my love to the laſt nud him: 
Reſolving that J'ſe not ſtay behind him, 
But lighing, do, _ (ek lag to find him. 
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